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Tear My Soul Apart, Drown Me In Your Sea of Darkness 


Author's Notes: 


This ended up a lot darker than | had originally 
planned, but once | started writing | knew what direction this needed to go in 
Apologies to my home state of Ohio, but | really did mean to compare it to hell. Enjoy the in joke. 


Also there's a pun involving David Ellefson and junior pastor. You're all welcome, I'll be here all week. 


It was Sunday morning service when | first spotted him. You'd think a man of God such as myself would be 
able to spot the devil himself. You'd also think the devil wouldn't be able to set foot in church. Well on both of 


those things, you would be incorrect. 


| suppose | should back up. My name is James. | am known to my congregation as Pastor Hetfield. | have 
pastored the same church in the same small town for the last 20 years. | used to have a band, but after our 
bassist died in a bus accident in 1986, we split. | turned to God. | grew up fairly religious, but heavy metal isn't 


very conducive to Christian living unless you're Stryper, which we were not. | gave it all up. The booze, the 


groupies, the traveling all over the world. | settled down with a beautiful woman who | married and had three 
children with. 

My church was a standard community center. Weddings, funerals, baptisms. Every Sunday morning and Sunday 
evening, and Wednesday study group. 


Well, that is, until that day he showed up. 


He was sitting in the front row. | had never seen him before. He had long black hair, eyeliner, red lipstick, and 
his face was white as a sheet. He was thin, with a long, drawn face. But what attracted my attention was his 


eyes. One was white, the other was black. Very unusual. 


After service, he came up to me and introduced himself as Brian. Told me he was from Ohio and he was 
passing through town and my church looked inviting so he decided to stop in. | thanked him for coming and 
asked what he thought of the service. 


"Well, what you said about Satan and the nature of sin, i'd like to know more about why you think that way." 


| smiled and invited him to have lunch with me so we could talk more. He graciously accepted the offer. | 
discovered he was quite intelligent and well versed in spiritual matters. He also knew the Bible quite well and 
had arguments for every point | made. 

We spent the afternoon talking and soon it was time for evening service. | found | was too tired to preach so | 
called my junior pastor, David Ellefson, to take over the evening service. | realized | needed to think about some 
things. Brian had presented compelling evidence against Christianity and | needed to explore further. Maybe 
there was more to this than blind faith. 


| spent the next three days an obsessed man. Pouring over scriptures and concordances, commentary, Bible 
encyclopedias, even my books from seminary. | had to think about this. | had to find a way to get around 
Brian's insistence that Christianity was akin to fascism, that God and the devil were two halves of the same 


coin. 


This couldn't be all there was, could it? 


Time Has Come, H Is Quite Clear 


Author's Notes: 
Now we find out who Brian is and what he wants to do for James 


So in this place | found myself, | still had not satisfied my need to know answers. | skipped Wednesday study 
group, claiming illness. | had been up for three days straight, living on coffee and caffeine pills. My heart was 
about to jump out of my chest. | looked over the side of my desk and saw a phone number | didn't recognize 
scrawled in handwriting that didn't belong to me, Fran, or any of the kids. It simply said, "Call when you're 
ready. We will talk.” 


Out of curiosity, | picked up the phone and dialed. Brian answered, greeting me with "| was waiting.’ 
"Brian, you gotta help me. I've been thinking nonstop and haven't slept in three days. What's wrong with me?” 


Brian chuckled. "Ah, the beginning of knowledge, sir. The serpent tempted Eve with knowledge. It was not just a 
piece of fruit, but what the fruit represented. Wisdom, carnal pursuits, freedom. Knowing as the gods know. 


Being awake, as they say. Let me ask you, Pastor Hetfield. Are you awake?" 
"Well, I've been up for three days. | dont see how that isn’t qualified as awake." 


A chuckle. "Oh, Hetfield. You are a delight. Such a down to earth man. Imagine if you had your hearts desire. 
What would you wish for? Your old life, your band, your mother? Cliff?" 


My heart stopped at the sound of my deceased bassist's name. | hadn't told Brian about Metallica or the 


circumstances surrounding why we broke up. How did he know? 


| know because | am observant. | have been in the background of your life since you were a young boy. | was 
the spectre that lingered in the background when you were beat by your father. | was the cancer that took 
your mother's life. | was there when you kicked Dave out of Metallica, i was in Dave at the time. Oh yes, | 
know Mustaine. He and | haven't been friends for a long time. Makes me sad to think about. He was quite the 
hellraiser. Now he's all about Christianity and Republican white Jesus shit! 


| must not have said anything, | could feel my words lodged in my throat. 
Brian continued, "and | was there the night Cliff died. So tell me something. Do you want Cliff back? Do you 
want everything you might have had if he hadn't lost his promising life in 1186? On a lonely night in Sweden, 


when your life changed course and you lost your fame, your forture, but most of all, your best friend?" 


| considered hanging up the phone, but Brian had me frozen in my seat. Metallica, back together? Cliff, back? 


"Brian, are you Satan?" 


A dark laugh, low and throaty. "| am the one you need to keep going. Some call me Satan, the devil, old Scratch, 


Hades, Lucifer. | am whoever you need me to be. So, James, what will it be? Once in a lifetime offer” 
| choke out. "Please. Yes. | want my old life back." 


A growl, a chuckle, and then, "your wish is as you say." 


Exit Light, Enter Night 


Author's Notes: 
This one hurt. Sorry guys. 


The next morning | woke bright and early. Curious, | didnt hear Fran wake. | rolled over in bed and found she 


wasnt there. Hmm. She never wakes without kissing me and waking me up. | stumble out of bed. 
| make my way to the kitchen. Turning on the light, it is empty. The kids must have already gone to school. 


A knock on the door. | go to answer. Cliff is standing there. | haven't seen him in twenty five years. | hug him 


to make sure he's real and not a ghost. Sure enough, he's real. "Hey man!" 


Cliff just stands there. Suddenly, he growls low in his throat. Oh my God. | wish | had thought about the whole 
be careful what you wish for. Cliff isn't entirely human. Shit. | notice his skin is saggy and his mouth is agape. 
And he's looking at me like | might be a delicious cheeseburger. 


| shut the door and bolt it. The time says 2:40 pm. The kids should be home from school by now, but | know 
they won't be. They don't exist anymore. | wished for my old life, as in, my life before Fran and the kids. | 
wished for Cliff back 


| had a nasty thought occur to me. SHIT! 


The phone rings. It's a number | don't know, but | answer anyway. "James, its Lars." 


Lars?! 


| haven't spoken to Lars since 1981 when we attempted to revive Metallica 

"Lars, how did you get this number? What's going-?" 

"IFs Kirk Have you heard?" 

Nolll 

| turn on the TV and catch the news report. Kirk Hammett, former guitarist for heavy metal band Metallica, 
dead in a plane crash. 

This can't be happening. | slam the phone down. 


Deep breaths, Hetfield. Breathe in, breathe out. 


Out of the shadow in the corner of the room emerges Brian. But he's not Brian. He's definitely scarier. Dressed 


all in black, kind of hovering as he glides across my living room. I'm currently so afraid | can't speak 

"James, you got what you wanted." 

No, its not what | wanted. | wanted Cliff back, not a revenant! 

"You killed Kirk! | have nothing left!" 

That deep, chocolate rich laugh again. 

"Kirk sealed his date the night he switched bunks with Cliff. It was his decision. He died because he was selfish. 
His life for Cliffs. You humans will turn on each other in an instant. In your old life, Francesca and the kids 
didn't exist. So they don't exist in yours now. You got what you wished for." 


"No! Please.." 


"You should know by now that a deal is a deal. You dont tempt fate. But it was almost too easy to tempt you. 
A pastor, of all peoplel" 


"| take it back! | just want my kids and my wife! | want Kirk back!" 

"You don't have kids or a wife. Kirk is currently where Cliff was. Speaking of, where is your old friend anyway?" 
The zombie began banging on my front door, as if responding. 

Brian's white teeth gleamed in the fading light. 

"Now James, you can have what you wanted. All | ask in return is that you give me your soul! 

"Never! I'm a good man, a Christian man!" 

"Does a Christian allow himself to strike a bargain with Satan himself?" 


Good point. 


Brian continues to taunt me as | make my way to the bedroom. | open the bedside drawer and rummage for a 


moment until | find what I'm looking for. A pistol. My hands shake. 
"I'm sorry, Fran, Cali, Castor, Marci. I'm so sorry Kirk. | couldn't save any of you." 


| can hear Brian mocking me in the living room. Better make this quick. Pointing the barrel at my temple, | pull 
the trigger. 


The last thing | remember is thinking, "oh man, what a mess Fran would think this is, ruining her nice 


bedspread" 


